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JTis not the lasting Deuzan I require,
Nor yet the red-cheeked Queening I request;1
Nor that which first beshrewed the name of wife,
Nor that whose beauty caused the golden strife;

No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life.

4

Virgins, tuck up your silken laps, and fill ye
With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine;
The purple violet and the pale-faced lily;

The pansy and the organ columbine;
The flowering thyme, the gilt-bowl daffadilly;
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine:

The blushing rose, the queen of flowers, and best
Of Flora's beauty; but above the rest,
Let Jesse's sovereign flower perfume my qualming breast.

5
Haste, virgins, haste, for I lie weak and faint,

Beneath the pangs of love; why stand ye mute,
As if your silence neither cared to grant,

Nor yet your language to deny my suit?
No key can lock the door of my complaint,
Until I smell this flower, or taste that fruit;

Go, virgins, seek this tree, and search that bower;
Oh, how my soul shall bless that happy hour,
That brings to me such fruit, that brings me such a flower.

1 The rusticity of Quarles' religious symbolism is in strange contrast to
the erudite fervour of Crashaw and Vaughan,